The Tragedy 

‘ jj>£. Mas poore foule, J enuy not thy glory' 

To feed my humour wifh thy felfe no harme. 
D»r.<?/tf.No,when he that is my husband now. 

Came to me, I followed Henries Courfc, 

When the blood was fcarce wafht from his hands, 
■Which iffued from my other angell husband, 

And that dead faint, which then I weeping followed, 
0,whenlfay,l lookt on Richards face. 

This was my. wifli, be thou quoth I accurtt. 

For making me fo young, fo old a widdow. 

And when thou wed It, let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife if any,be.fo bad 
As miferable by the death of thee. 

As thou half made me by my deare Lords death, 

Lo euen F can repeate this curie againe, 

Euen in fo fhort a fpacc, my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his honey words, 

And prou’d the fubie&of mine owne foules curie. 
Which eucr fince hath kept mine eyes from fleepe. 

For neuer yet one houre in his bed, 

Hauel in ; oyed the golden dew of fleepe. 

But haue beene waked by his timerous dreames. 

Belides he hates me for-my father VV arvvicke. 

And will fhort ly be rid of me. 

Alas poore foule, I pity thy complaints. 
Hut.Glo.No more then from myfouie I mourne for yours 
.^■Farewell, thou woefull welcomer of glory. 

Dut.Glo. Adue poore foule thou takeft thyleaue ©Fit, 
D.Ycr *Go thou to Richmond good fortune guide thee 
Go thou to Richard find good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to lanrtuary, good thoughts poffefTe thee, 

I to my gratie, vvhere peace and reft lye with me, 
Eyghty old ycares of forrow haue I leene, 

And each houresioy wrackt. with a weeke of teene* 

The trumpets found. Tenter Richard Crowned, Bucking- 
ham-fCateshy , with other Nobles. 

King, Stand all apart, Goulin of Buckingham, 
Giue me thy hand. Here he ascends his Throne, 

Thus 
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of Ridixrd the Third, 

il iyng Jt/I W fe.ted : 

J‘ we weare thefe honours for a day ? 

JJ n, a n they laft and we reioyce in them ? 

U ^«ff.Sti!l liue they,and foreuer may they laft, 
g, o Buckingham now 1 doe play the touch, 

+ 0 uv if thou be currant Gold indeed : 

c, Edward liues'thinke now what 1 would lay 
' Buc. Say on my gracious Soueraigne. 
l(in<rKN by Buckingham, I fay I would be King* 

Bucl Why fo you are my thrice renowned Liege, 

King. Ha : am I King ? tis fo> but Edward iiues, 

Buc. True noble Prince*- 
King, O bitter confequence, 

That Edward flill fltould liue trye noblePrince, 

Coufin thou were not wont to be to dull. 

Shall I be plaine I wifhthe baftards dead. 

And I would haue it fuddainly performd, 

What faieft thou ? fpgake fnddenly , bebriefe, 

Aw. Your grace may doe your pleasure. ^ 

King, Tut,tut,thouart all yce, thy kindneffe fteezCth? 

Say, haue I thy confent that they fliall die ? 

Buc. Giue me fome breath my Lord, 

Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein ’ 

I will tefolue your grace imediatly, -- :■ 

Cat . The King is angry, fee he bites his lip. 

King . I will conuer-fe with iron witty foolesj • 

And vnrefpecliue Boyes, none are for me 

That looke into me with coniiderate eyes> . 

Boy. High reaching 'Buckingham growes ckcumfpCiL 
Boy. Lord* V_ 

King. Know ft thou not any whom corrupting Gold 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord , I know a clilcontented Gentleman, 
Whole humble meanes matcht not hishaughty mind, 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing* 

King. What is his name ? 

Boy, His name my Lord , is TerreU 
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